began to play Tull for the shore, sailor, pull for the shore.5 My
wife tried vainly to comply with conflicting instructions.

Then at last the baby came, while the band was playing
'Sonny Boy'.

They were wrong again. It wasn't a boy. It was Brenda
Mary, with a mat of bliack hair that turned to pure gold arid
then dwindled to a nondescript dark-blonde.

Marvelling, we took her to a humble lodging in Highgate,
and while we slept in the big bed she slept the first night in a chest
of drawers and the second night in a suitcase, and then we
drove down through Kent to Whitstable and a cottage, with
bluebells and primroses in the garden, on a hilltop among the
woods, and she had a cot of her own.

For the last time I felt that longing to stay in some quiet
corner of England like this, to watch the spring come and the
autumn go, to bring up fine healthy children and have a few
good friends, and to feel that my roots were in England. I
would have given anything then to stay for ever. From one
window of our little sitting-room we looked over Canvey Island,
Laurence Irving's picturesque windmill, and the mouth of the
Thames; from the other we looked down over endless Kentish
hills that spring was lacing daily more lavishly with green. In
the garden jays and magpies and woodpeckers were busy, and
I discovered with a telescope unsuspected details of their
plumage and their occupations. The road past the cottage ran
to Canterbury, and I ran with it and loved the old cathedral,
dreamed of Chaucer's pilgrims, looked with awe on the tomb
of the Black Prince. But the queen of this May was Brenda
Mary.

These were happy weeks, overclouded by the thought of
leaving England, of the spirit that was abroad in Germany, of
the new war that was looming ahead. The weeks went like a
flash and one morning, just after Brenda Mary had smiled for
the first time, I went bumping down the road in a taxi, the
waving handkerchief and the bundle that was Brenda Mary
quickly receding in the distance. Twenty-four hours later I was
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